ARABIAN    NIGHTS   FOR   TURGIS
Maida Vale and had hung about the neighbourhood of
4A, Carrington Villas, but had been rewarded by nothing
more than a glimpse of a shadow on a curtain. He had
been tempted then to walk boldly up to 4A and offer
some wild excuse for trying to see Miss Golspie. But he
could think of nothing that did not sound insane, and,
realising that this crazy step might spoil everything and
get him into trouble at the office, he dismissed the
notion. The other evenings went very heavily. He had
begun to tell himself that he was silly to bother his head
about the girl at all, but it was one thing to tell himself
that and quite another thing to stop bothering.
Stanley returned, and was sent out again. Mr.
Smeeth departed for the bank. Turgis and the two girls
worked away quietly; there was not a lot to do that
morning. Then Poppy Sellers came over to Turgis with
some advice notes she had just typed.
"Are these all right?" she asked.
He looked them over. "Yes, they're all right. You've
got into it now, haven't you?" he added, deciding to give
her a good word for once. She wasn't a bad kid, really.
"Wish I could type as neat as that. I used to have to
do it sometimes, before you came, but I used to make a
nasty mess of it, I did/'
Her sallow little face brightened at once at such
praise. But her manner was as perky as ever. "My
words, we are coming on, aren't we! What have I done
to deserve this? But I say," and here she became more
confidential in tone, "you didn't mind what they said—
y'know when they were trying to pull your leg. I had to
laugh, and I thought you looked a bit mad."
"If it amuses 'em, I don't care," replied Turgis loftily,
"Bit silly, I call it, all the same. I don't go round

